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POLITENESS 


O F 


AN 


E PIST L E. 


OLITENESS is my Theme—To You Iwrite, 
Who are, what: allwould feign be thought, Polire. 
This is the Coxcomb's Av rice, Courtier's Claim, 
The Citt's Ambition, and the Soldier's Fame. 
This interrupt's the wild Projeqor's Dream 
And mingle's with the Stateſman's deepeſt Scheme. 


55 we 


vet but to few, O few! the Gem is known, 
Moſt for the Brilliant wear the Briſtol-Stone. 
With whom the Heavnly Stranger dei gns to dwell 
The Wiſe -opd Good, like Yov, can only tell. | 
Ask 


T4]. 
Ask you, Vs; true Poli teneſs, you 0 reply, 


u | Tis nothing but well-dreſs 4 Humanity : We 10 


That faireſt Offspring of the ſocial Mind, 


- Nursd by good Nature, - by good Senſe refit'd: 
Which gives each Thought, Word, Act, a proper Grace, - 


And binds each Paſſion to it's proper Place: 


3 Makes Pride {it eaſy, reins Ambition in, 


Revenge, attentive, ſheaths the thirſty Sword, 


> + "4 


Makes Av'rice Prudence, Anger not a Sin: 
Charm'd by her Lure blind Zeal to Meekneſs turns, 
Pale Envy gen rous Emulation burns; - 


And Grief half ſmiles at Her reviving Word: 20 
Whilſt Hope and Fear, thoſe Elements of Life, 
Well pois'd by this, no longer are at . 
This ſorms, guides, checks, inſpires, does all it can 

To make Man mild and ſociable to Man. 
Tis true, my Lord, yet, ſuch the rei gning Taſte! 
In what's the ae Reverie you find it plac d. 


Sir Dives ſwears in Gaiety it lies, 
Then ſtruts the gaudieſt Clown beneath the skies: : 
All Nature's Wardrobe muſt be rif'd ſtrai ght, 


All Nations ſweat to furniſh out his State; 30 


- Artiſts the various Hues of Jris blend, 
And Eaſtern Rocks their blazing Glories lend: 


Vet, 


* 


| „ 3 
wow whilſt his ſumptuous Trappings hang conſeſe'd, 1 
All cry, how ſlovenly the Knight is areſsd! 
Were this Politeneſs, Porcos beaſtly Self 
Could purchaſe more,—-for he en Joy 's more pelf 


Lo! pam RO a us oline 8 at his Eaſe, 

Gorging his Maw with Myſtick Rarities! 

He holds Politeneſs is but eating well, 

Then ſwallows down whole Manors at a Meal. 
*So ſtran ge each Viand, and fo ſtrangely dreſs d, 3 

If Fiſh; Fleſh; Fowl, roaſt, boil d can ne er be gueſs d: 

Here hid in Peacocks Brains a Squirrel lies, 

With Gravy drawn from twice twelve Woodcocks Thight ; 

A larded Badger there ſmokes hi gh Perfume, 

And the green Rabbits ſtink along the Room. 

supreme in Taſte his Table s ſtill replete 

| With all that's rare, and is not to be eat. 


40 


Did not the Side-board bear a ſound Sir-loin, 


Who with Lord Catiur could afford to dine! It 50 


In Learning Curio places all good Breeding, 
And rails at Dives dreſs d, and Catius feeding. 
He ſaſts and mortifies, and racks his Skull, 


But to appear more e 7 dull: 
B For 
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be]. 
For over fendihg makes the Nine more e ſeen, 

As over- eating makes the Glutton lean. 

In his cramb'd Crown you reconcil'd may view Ir 
The Babel of each Tongue and Science too: 0 
Like Bacon's Head, his Mouth he ne er can me 
Bur ſtrait out flies a Sentence, or a Trope: Sat 0.0 

The very Fair he fagely entertains | 


With the learn d Os242s of his addl'd Brains; 


[ures em, ke Shakeſprar's Moor, with en Tales ; 
Of Antars vaſt; wid Defarrs, gloomy Vales: 
Wondrous deep Schemes, like Whiſon, can impart, 

And bring to Light the Myftries of each Art: 

Reveal the Longitude, the Circle ſquare, _ | 
And make (as well as Pemberton) the Fair f _ 


Know all Sir Iſaac Newton to a Hair. 


pPedantick Sot! crys Umbra—-in a Book, © 
Heavn, thank it, never gave me Grace to loox! 
| Ne travell d, been in France, at Rome, and then 
What need I ſtudy Books, who've ſtudy'd Men ? 


| Beſides, I've Titles, Places, Wealth and Land, 


| I wear a Ribband, and expect a Wand. 


Let thread- bare Blockheads ſtudy if they pleaſe, 


hes need of Learning when a Man's at Eaſe. 


N Vide, A View of Sir Iſaac 3 's Philoſophy. 


I take 


Ez P 
[ rake a ſurer Way to bepatite,!/: ot 3 ag 
I dreſs, game, wench and danc not 3 or write. 
Equal your Merit, vain alike your Aim, 80 
Learn d or unten ud Om ö 8 rkg ame. 


i 


Sir John © comes! ak e e Fiddle g grac d, 
Fidaling he thinks the very Cream of Taſte; 
Then fiddles un with fuch inerſſant Care, 
You'd think his Sdul hreathi d only at his Ear. 
Yet all the while (Sir John muſt own tis true)?) 
as dong chat ke kak vd vg 0 dp. 
Not · leſs Suadii ia Shakeſpear underſtands; . [ \ 
Yet runs each Night; and ſtares, and-claps * ELON} * 
Not Tattle leſs delights to hold his Tongue, 90 
Vet ſits four Hours to hear an Op'ra fangs $14 

Not: leſs Urieaſmeſs does Embris feel: at 
| In Whalebone Stays yet bids the next hes n 

For tis not what they like, or What they dae, i 

But as ThE een * mit £9: 


Still SE Lag ak; Clodio, 1 ben 
To! gain the Prize, deny it me who can. 
ve ravifhd Virgins, and have küld my Man; 
And nicely vers d in all the Arts of Play, 

A thouſand bubbl'd Fools have falln my Prey. 
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The Fruits rien Murd er, Dice, and e ne Ins F 


Muſt ſure be own 1 n _ in Wl n 
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To be Polite That Fill "OO 
And treats whate'er is Sacred with "OOO 


The beſt-bred/ Man to evry mortal He, 
And only to his God unmannerly. 


Self Cozen d Wreteh, let but the Thunder roll, 


He owns a God, and trembles for his Soul; 


In vain now ſtrives to act the Atbeiſtt Part, 


His Forehead blabs the Terrors of his Heart. 
Lothario, quit thy Claim Spight o "_ win, 
Thou art an en n . 


O 2 ; "3" 


wr hn, 


N : 
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But ve! the Fair in Onan pour in i Claims, 
All forward preſs, and hold me out their N ames; 


Each noiſy, empty, apiſh, idle Thing; 


Each glitrring Inſect that can skip or ſing: 


Th' important Bus neſs of whoſe Lives is How, 
Whoſe boaſted Knowledge that they — nothing know ; 


Who all that's Virtuous piouſiy neglect, 
All that's affected modiſhly affect, 


And build their Hopes of Fame upon Deſect. 
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Caliſta 


Quiſia, Bissliag wich her Head aur), 


191 


And Flavia, ogling thro her Chryſtal Eye; 
Quin who. $4 ee Help juſt walls; 
Portia, whoſe blaſting Tong > en aten 
A thouſand Reputations in a Day 

And gentle Lady Sukey, whoſe goad H# ord 
Still J;bels all ſhe knows, except — her Lord. 
Lucinda, waddling in majeſtick State, * 
Sweating beneath her Winter Garment's Wei ght, 
With a capacious Sack, and Hoop extended, 
From all Approach full four Ells round defended; 
And Daphne trick d out in her Maid's worſt Gomn, 
Who joys incog to trip it thro! the Town. 
Thamar, who never is herſelf, but wears 

Still borrow'd Faces, Speeches, Looks and Airs; 
Who's leſs prepoſt rous thro her own Defects 
Than thro? thoſe Charms ſhe awkward ly affects. - 
And She whoſe Pimples with a purple Grace 
Shine flagrant on the Index of her Face; 
Who names what Nature hides, ſwears Blood and Thun- 


CEO 


And bravely keeps her keeping Gen'ral under: [der, 


All challenge me at once, all ſcream aloud, 


A gawdy, babbling, witleſs, worthleſs Crowd. 


een BOK he Quar- 


Quarter! O Quarter, Lad ns 
Has Pen ſo ſteeld to give y you all your Be 
Ass well your Pens, ye Chieſs of I ur uirb. ln 

Might ſtriye tp: raiſe the Millions they n, 

Or mine, 4 Task: as ardyous, pretend, - ſs 
N thou worthieſt Man, thou trueſt Friend A. 
All thy polite Perfection to rebearſe 92 Bk 
In the ſtrait Limits of a ſingle Verſe; WAA. 0 
Thy ev ry ſocial Virtue number oer, ew 4 fe 1 
The wellknown many, and the ſecret more; 
Or, could it reach the Summit of thy Fame, 170 
As well dare hint-one Letter of thy Name. BTK 
Beſides, whilſt thus they importune together, 
To be polite myſelf, IIl fix on neither; 
Like Prettyman, the Preference give to none, 
But march with lone Boot of, and tother on. 
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R ight, fs Pulvilio, rg not fi "ele Parts, : 
Give one great Whole of all the well-bred Arts; I 


From' mea i finiſh d Piece your M aſe may draw, 
In Faſhion's Realm my Fancy is the Law, 


Come on, my Lord, your Father was a Peer, i 80 | 
Fam'd for at _— thouſand Pounds a Year; 


-- ww 


* 0 | vt * 


— 

A Fool a thouſand off Of royal eee 2 ee : 
Whilſt for your Lordi all ma may ſafely er 
'You breathe his lawful vn-begotten Heir; in 
For from the Moment that your Courſe D 
When raptur d Dugglaſr cry d N Son, a Sen 
You've giv'n perpetual Proofs, that you nent 
A modern Nobleꝰs Virtue, Wit and Spirit. 

True Child of Fortune, and true Foe to _—_— $44 
| You liſpd in Nonſenſe,” for the Nonſenſe came: 
Your Mammy's Darling — cor an elder Brocher | 

Is always courted by a crafty Mother.) | 
Lou neer were ſuffer'd to moleſt your — 

Or hurt your Eyes to be a Pedant bred: 

To Eaton ſent, Oer ev ry Form you leapt, 

No ſtudious Eves, no toilſome Mattins kept; 
Thence Chrift's Nuadrangle took you for its * 200 
Had Alma Mater Cer fo true a Son! 

Half ſeven Tears ſpent' in Billiards Cards, and Typing 


And growing ev'ry Day a lovelier Stripling; * 
With half a College Education got, 


Half fc a Erg half _—_ and half So 
Having 


1391 1 EP . 
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Only 20 be erg Horeign, $41 MR Jie ue 
LikeTray'lers,whowl * ce they y 1 
The) port: Nie en 


Wen lo! a letre'd on te 8 
Big. Tln with Me and Ari ſlotles Rules, | | | 1 
Juſt as much skill d in Manner and in Men 
As urd in Phyſick, Codrus in the Pen. 1 5 
Who all dead Languages had made his on, 
But never utter d common Senſe in one; 


This, This Man's choſe to ſhew. my Ina the Wor, 
Breathe bland ye Zepbzrs, be ye Sails unfurf d: by tf 
Pari ſian Gates the noble Youth receive, 220 


99 


Some new Brocade Pariſian Artiſts Weave; 1 1 | 
The new Brocade, Toupee, and Solitaire 9 


$ 


Next Roman Canſeways with your Courſers a. 
Who would not ſee what God- like Maro 0: 


—— Tombs and Monuments vou nod, 


SY 17 Fx 


——_ to hear on Claſſick Ground you oof 
For 


Oace gain d What farther Bus neſs had be 


ue 


228 


- Buſts Git anche Noſe or Chin loſt, | 
And Paintings of much Worth, foi much they cf 


Then fly full home, and fleep in native Air; 14 [250 


*. > aol 
For you and your Compeers have al chought. meet 


Ĩ᷑ I trample all thats claſirk under Feet. 2 
as then your Lordfhip's mighty Taſte: Hp 


When mid ſt ſurreunding Prodigies ; _ 


Lou view'd their Glories thoughtleſs and gk 


Au hens apts at th'. inſpiring Scene. 
But now the Youth, his nonlrow Latours os, 


Burns to reviſit his paternal Shore. _' —_- 
Stay, crys the Tutor, ſomething muſt be bought. 
Before we Latium quit — no matter what, 


But ſomething muſt, to ſhew our Maar 


And prove we have not been in vatn at Rome. 
*Tis done Once more by Gothe poor Rome is ſpoi T d, 
High! Mountain high! the pretious Plunder's piÞ'd. [240 


Coins { antique, ſo very ruſty grown, 
That neither Stamp, nor Metal could be knomn; 1 


Thus glutted with che Rubbiſh of each Land. 


Sywift ſails the Chief to gain Britanig's Strand 


So Woodcocks here for Worms and Grubs repair, - 


D Whilſt 


0s) 


Whilſt-Fortuix;xiever to ber Bantlings blind, | N 20 
wood ev ry Surge, and breathes in ev'ry; Wind; 
1 Now, hark! loud Cimbals hail his ſafe Approach, 
His future Tradeſmen guard in Crowds his Coach; 
O had they known the dunning Hours to come! 
What ſober Tradeſmen would have ſtirr d dan dc 22 
But hold! what Houſe, hat Palace can they find 
To lodge a Hoſt ſo:travel'd, ſo refin'd? 
His Father's Manſion he as much abhors, 
As Courtiers Merit, or a Beau the Wars; 
No Stucco, no Feſtoons, no poliſh'd Floor, 
No lofty Cieling, nor no Pigmy Door; 
A Front with no Venetian Window grac d, 
A Wall with not a Scrap of Ruſtick lac d. 
N What muſt be done? What! why my Lord 1000 build, 
And prove; in ex) Art alite he S$kill'd. un 
The Pile is rear'd, full farniſh'd ev'ry Wan i; att 
With coſtly Lumber, and a coſtly Whore. 
Now fix d your Fame, and manifeſt your Taſte, aye 
You roll in Riot, Luxury and Waſte; 5 
Tyrant at home, but Sycophant abroad, . 
A Slave at Court, but Rebel to your God; 
A Rook to Tradeſmen whom you never pay, 
A Dupe to Sharpers when you ever play; 


2860 
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(16) 
1 Fritud tb Sell but whs defdde u FA 
A Poe to all whom Merit recommends; © BP) 


Whilſt ev'ry welbſlept Day each Ulſpent ] Ni . Nag 

Proclaim you Prince of all who're calld polite. 
At length, the Meaſure of your * Folly 11 

' Your Purſe appear d as empty as you Seat 

When now a Wife was neceſſary found, 

My Lord muſt wed full Forty thouſand Pound. 


A Wealth-gorg'd Cin, who long'd to mend his Blood 


And trace his Grandſonꝰs Lineage from che F. lood, 
His only Dau ghter yields a Sacrifice 

To empty Titles, and a Herald's Lies. 
My-Lady dubb d, ſhe needs polite muſt turn, 
Her Needle quit, her ill. bred Bible burn; 

Old Friends with her old Cloaths caſt quite aide, 2 90 
The awkward City Mien and Dreſs deride, 

And loath the nauſeous Smell of ſad Cheapfiude. 
Inſpir'd by dear St. James's magick Air 
Eager the drinks in all the Follies there; 

At each Aſſembly ſhe's the firſt to my 

At evry Maſque the laſt to go away; 100 65 1 
All Ear at Opera, and at Church all Tongue, 


nene een, bad an Ames ing 
2 Io 


(2 


{ 16] 

'To Cock at eVry Auction lends her Face, L 
Mhat wants ſhe there What! To out bid Her Orac; 
Who'll vie with her in China, Pearls, or Plate? 300 
Who like her bask in Luxury and State? 
Slave claſping Slave hang backward when ſhe drives, 
Like cluſtring Drones in Summer from their Hives; 
Slave crowding Slave preſs forward when ſhe dines, 
With unknown Diſhes, and unheard of Wanes: 
So nobly nice, ſhe's waited on by none | 
But thoſe whoſe Births were higher than her own; 

Each Chair's ſupported by a ſmart T oupee, | 
But O hard Fate! She cannot claim the Knee. 310 


In each Refinement anxious to excel 


And crown the Buſineſs of a perfect ** 

In Gallantry at laſt the Fair embarks, | 
And as you keep your Punks, ſhe keeps her "RY 

Hail noble Pair! your Glory's now compleat, 

And Millions learn Politeneſs at your Feet; 
Peers, Pimps, and Pariſites your Trophies raiſe, 

And dedicating Bards reſound your Praiſe, 
Heavens! is it poſſible ſuch Crimes ſhould wear 
Virtue's bright Veil, or Honour's Standard bear? 326 

Alas! tis true-— look round the Globe and ſee 

Who to ſuch Baals do not bend the Knee 


No, 


1 (im). 
No, TALBOT did not, that firſt, beſt of Men, 5 
Who brou ght Aftrea back to Earth again ; 
He worſhipp'd no big Knave, no titid F ol, 
God was his God, and Heay m born Truth his Rule: : 
Great, good, and wiſe! and, what you'd call polite, 
Great, good, and wiſe, in the moſt. lavely Light; 
* Greatneſs employ d the Injur'd to redreſs, | 
» ” Raiſe modeſt Worth, and Lordly Vice depreſs; 339 
| To break the Jaws of thoſe who rob by Guile, 
And from the Plund'rer's Teeth to pluck the Spoil ; 
Goodneſs that liſten d to the Orphan's Cry, 
And caus d the Widow's Heart to ſing for Joy 
Whilſt on his Lips ſuch magick Wiſdom hung, 
Peers ſtent ſtood, and Princes held the Tongue : 
At his Approach the vain young Coxcomb fled, 
And .the grey Sage ſtood up and bow'd the Head, 

| When the Ear heard him then it bleſs d his Name, 

And the charm'd Eye gave Witneſs to the ſame, 349 ; 

Silent Applauſe each lifted Hand beſtow'd, 

And from each grateful Tongue loud Pwans flow'd, 
Ye who'd know true Politeneſs, learn it there; 
Alas, he's gone! Well, HarrinGTon is here. 

And ye bright Daughters of Britannia's Iſle, 
Who'd rather fludy how to live than — ſmile ; 

E And, 


_ * Yide JoB's Charatter of himſelf. 


9 


( 


6181 
And, as ye "boaſt of ev 'y outward Grace, 
Would teach the Mind to emulate the F ace, 
Attend the Muſe, whilft the attempts to ſhow - 
Whence the pure Streams of true Politenefs flow ; 380 
Befriends your Aim, and points each Farr the _ 
To ſoar above the vain afſeffed Crowd. 
Know then, this Virtue cannot be confin' F 
To one fix d Mode, or one detertnin'd Kind: 
But varies oft with Perſon, Time and Place, 
For here's Abſurdity, what there was Grace. 
Study Yourſelf, and labour firſt to find © 
What Rank you're plac d in, and forwhatdeſign'd; 
Know your own Pow'rs, and mark where you excel, 
Then weigh your Failingr in the counter Scale, 360 
'Thence ſome juſt Goal propoſe, ſome certain End, 
To which your Life, your ev'ry Step may tend. 
Whilſt in the warm Purſuit be this your Care, 
To act with Force, yet keep within your Sphere. 
In all Extreams, or Vice or Folly's ſeen, | 
But true Politeneſs holds the golden Mean. 
Here fix your Standard, here your Search controul, 
And draw from hence one Maxim for the M hole; 


Nevex 


„ De) | 
But one juft Mean thre? Life's whole Courts gg 
With ties dn Qutios conſhantly; behave, 137 

And n&er appear too giddy. or to grave... bab x 
Let this boch flkep and travel with the Tongo, 

And never ſpeak too- little or too long. 
In Condu& kill the Serpents Wiſdom prove, 
Yet add the flingi-ſs Temper of the Dove, 
Ne'er ſweat to ſhew: in Learngng you excel, 
Yet never hluſh to. own, that you can ſped. 
In Dreſs ne'er quit the faſbiongble Road, 
Yet be not u in ev'ry muſbroon Mode. 
Swoon not at Sight of Bafto or Spadille, | 
Yet let not Cards your Time's beſt Moments kill. 
Of Scandal as of Flattry ſtill beware, 

And ne er be too obſequious, or ſevere. | 

Ne'er boaſt of over Sanctity and Zeal, 

Yet to pure Piety be ſacred ſtill. 

Nay, ſtart not, fair Ones, I don't here adviſe } 
To quit Earth's Joys, and let thoſe pretty Eyes 
Regard no one dear Object but the Skies. 0 
But ſure ſome gracious Smiles you ought to ſhow 390 
To that great Source from whence their Beauties flow. 


* Let 


380 


rf 20 12 
Let Love (Ol now you ſmile, and pleas'd e 
That Love's the Path to true Gemtzlity.) | 
Let Love with Love well-balanc'd {till "OY 
In due Degrees, ſelf, ſocial, and diinne. 
For with the Mind, as with a Late it fares, 12.1 
Where, bif each Tone a juſt Proportion bears, 
(No String or ſtrain'd too little or too much) 
It yields ſweet Harmony at ev ry Touch. 6 25 
Thus Nature's, Neaſon's, Virtues Laws obey, 400 
And ſafely go where HrzTrorD leads the Way; 
Thus plough your Coyrſe, thus ſteer between the Shelves: 
Polite to Hea vn, your Neighbour, and Yourſelves, - 


